THOUGH I was now entirely on my own, without obligation
to Father, I did not go back to Clapham. What held me
back from doing this was bravado. I had left them and
Granny to further my career as an actress. I was still a long
way from achieving that goal and, therefore, I felt hesitant
about going back to the family. Above all, I had no desire
to have the virtues of Cousin Ruby dinned into my ears.
Someday, I promised myself, I'll be doing so well I can
afford to go back.

I was determined to make good, and deep inside myself""
was the unshaken conviction that I would be a success
some day. I was quite willing to work for that success and
to make sacrifices to attain it. I did work, not forgetting
Miss Conti's teaching, and striving all the time to do better.
Many of the girls I met in the companies in which I played,
or at the Cats' Home, admitted, frankly, that they were
content just to be good enough to get by, make a good
marriage, and settle down. They, apparently, did not have
that insistent drive which forced me to learn more and
always more about the theatre.

I cannot take any credit to myself for this determination
to succeed, for it was inherent in my nature, I did have to
battle through periods of despair and frustration. But I am
by nature hopeful. I do not understand defeat My own
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